REGIMENTAL LIFE IN THE KING'S REGIMENT
Primer and Prisoner, etc. Plomer and I, perhaps with more
vulgar minds, selected W.C., Wolf's Crag and Cloister, and
as Cloister cleared that last fence at Aintree we were very
happy, and each richer by ^80, but not too popular with our
brother officers!
I never think of Manchester without recollecting one day
when the C.O. came in to lunch, very cross, and said: "Who
cut the ham?" to which I replied: "I did, sir." All he said
was: "Pay for a new one," and I had to! I have never
started a ham since!
Soon after we left Manchester, it ceased to be a military
station; this was just as well, as there was no ground for
training. In our time it had one cavalry regiment and
one infantry battalion. In recent years I have twice visited
Manchester to attend Test Matches. In 1938 it rained all
four days of the match with Australia (and in 1939 one day
was completely ruined).
From Manchester we moved to Colchester, in 1895. I
remember Colchester chiefly for the amount of games I both
played and ran there. Cricket, rugby, association, tennis,
racquets, hockey, etc. I think I must have done very little
soldiering. I had some very kind officers. I think I only
went on parade about twice a year, for the Birthday Parade
and General's Inspection!
We had some delightful cricket all round that part in those
days, and I recall such happy games at Woolverstone Park
with the Berners, and at Bawdsey Manor with the Quilters,
and at Felixstowe.
I suppose it is the ambition of every cricketer to make three
centuries running, or was in those days. Nowadays they
aim, like Bradman, at making seven. I was playing a week's
cricket at Felixstowe, and I declared an innings closed when I
had made 87 not out, and in the two following innings I got
108 and 118. I have been kicking myself ever since for that.
The Garrison Ground at Colchester on the Abbey Fields,
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